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entered it.    " 10 a.m.   Call on Dunkerley and Satterfield re
handbills."

When breakfast was cleared away, he smoked a pipe as
he wrote a letter to Lady Pinson, giving her a full account
of his Manchester impressions, including thumbnail portraits
of Mr. Burnside and Mrs. Hornabrook, and ending the whole
with a passage in Greek. " P.S.," he added. " I shall take
you at your word, dear Lady Pinson, and inflict my scattered
and doubtless superficial impressions upon you at least once
a week. Oftener, if I find things unbearable and must^ take
my burden to one whose sympathy and understanding I
remember as precious. T.C."

He slipped the letter into the pillar-box where Hardiman
Street joints the Stockport Road, and then heard a voice
ringing through the fog: "Bloody nonsense, dragging me
out on a day like this ! My lungs won't stand it, Agnes."

He remembered the voice he had heard issuing last night
from the back room in Palmerston Street. This surely was
-the same. An apparitional group slowly clarified, and he
saw a tall soldierly man, a boy and two girls, and a young
smiling woman. Yes; the woman was the one he had
talked to on the doorstep the night before, and he recognised
one of the girls as that small Grace who had darted into the
house, bearing a pungent parcel of tripe. He took off his
hat as the group came level with him. " Good morning,
Mrs. Dunkerley/' he said.

They were moving in good order. The old soldierly chap
came first, with the boy's hand in his own yellow-gloved one.
Behind these two was the woman, holding a girl by each
Jiand. The woman was as loquacious as she had been the
night before. " Oh good morning, Mr, Chrystal," she cried.
"And I expect he's wondering isn't he Grace how I know
his name is Chrystal ? Everybody knows everything in
Levenshulme and everybody knows that Mr. Burnside's new
curate is caUed Chrystal. Sim this is Mr. Chrystal."

The old gentleman had gone ahead. He was almost
obliterated by the fog. He made no reply to Mrs. Dunkerley's
chatter, but said to the boy with him: " Come on, Laurie."

"That's Laurie," Mrs. Dunkerley felt obliged to explain.

Theo smiled, faffing into step. "Yes; and who are the
others ? "

" Oh, I'll never stop if I start explaining who we all
are ! There's Dunkerley and Satterfield of course that's my